bS                 THE   TIME   OF   MY   LIFE
success of these enterprises had more to do with Weyler's recall
than all the published accounts of his cruelty. At any rate he was
replaced a few weeks later by General Blanco.
Our cargoes delivered, we raced westward with a clean and
empty hold, a jubilant captain and a tired but thankful crew. As
a special reward a small cask of wine wTas broken out and everyone
invited to help himself, with a warning not to get drunk. In
emphatic and memorable words the captain promised to attend
personally to the sobering-up of anyone who drank too much.
To avoid traffic we circled out beyond Tortugas, then ran
down to Key West from the north to take coal and catch up with
the latest news, which, to our surprise, concerned our latest
exploit. We had no more than tied up at the wharf when it
became clear that someone had been talking. Cheers and con-
gratulations greeted us privately, but officially we rated little above
pirates. The Dauntless, we learned, was a disgrace to the flag she
almost never raised and a menace to international peace and
goodwill. Loyal citizens of Havana were outraged; Spain had been
betrayed by a friendly nation; the Governor-General of one of
her richest possessions had suffered a personal affront and was
demanding satisfaction. An example was to be made of the ship
and all her crew. This and more to the same effect wras the news.
Gruff customs officers swarmed aboard, searched the ship from
stem to stern, arrested Captain O'Brien and General Nunez.
Everyone was questioned repeatedly and at length, and everyone
stood pat on the statement that we had been up around Cape
Saple looking for a wreck. The harassed and slightly humiliated
officials shook their heads sadly over this threadbare alibi, but it
could not be disproved. After several days of inquiries, threats and
promises designed to break down our story, a telegram from
Washington ordered the prisoners* discharge from custody. They
came aboard to talk with the mate; then, bearing self-satisfied and
sanctimonious airs, they disappeared. In a day or so another
telegram released the ship, which officially closed the incident.
Captain Cartyra, a Cuban, was in command when we cleared
for Jacksonville, where we found even more Government agents
bent on making amends for the indignity heaped on Governor-
General Weyler. The captain was arrested, the ship again
thoroughly searched and an iron-jawed guard stationed aboard.
But, strangely enough, in a day or so another telegram from
Washington released both ship and captain.